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watching the child struggling in the last agony. Hsi-mSn
Ch'ing could not bear to look. He went into another room, sat
down on a chair, and sighed deeply. Before he had time to
drink half a cup of tea, Kuan Ko died. It was between three
and four in the afternoon of the twenty-third day of the eighth
month. The boy had lived fourteen months.

They all set up a great crying. The Lady of the Vase beafr*
her ears, tore her cheeks, and dashed her head upon the
ground. Then, with a terrible cry, she swooned away. For a
long time she stayed unconscious, then she came to herself
and rocked the dead child in her arms, sobbing.

"Little star of my life," she cried, "my heart is broken.
Why couldrl not die with you? I do not wish to live alone in
this world. Why have you left me so cruelly?"

Heart's Delight and Welcome Spring cried bitterly. Hsi-
men Ch'ing told some of the boys to prepare a room at the
side of the great hall, and was going to put the child upon his
bed on two benches there, but the Lady of the Vase clung to
him with both hands and would not let him go. "My precious
baby," she cried, "youfthave taken my heart with you. Now
all my labour is wasted. I can never see you more."

The Moon Lady and the others cried with her and tried to
console her. Hsi-mSn Ch'ing, when he saw her torn face and
her hair in disorder, said: "Do not take it so hard. He was not
fated to be 'our child. We reared him for a spell but now his
little life is done. Cry and be done with it. We cannot bring
him back to life by weeping. Remember that you are dear to
,me. Now we must take him away and I must send for the
Master of the Yin Yang." He asked what the time was and
the Moon Lady told him.

"As I thought," Tower of Jade said, "he waited for this
hour and then went. At this hour he was born and at this hour
he has died. It was the twenty-third day too, only the month
is different. He has lived one year and two months exactly."

When the Lady of the Vase saw the boys waiting to take
the body of her child away, she began to cry again. "Oh, why
must you be in such a hurry? Great Mother, put your hand
upon him. He is still warm. Oh, my son 1 How can I give you
up? You cannot leave me so cruelly." Again she threw herself
upon the ground and sobbed bitterly.